SIR PHILIP SIDNEY and FULKE  GREVILLE

From Arcadia and Certain Sonnets, 1598

Leave me, O love! which reachest but to dust,
And thou, my mind, aspire to higher things:
Grow rich in that which never taketh rust;
Whatever fades but fading pleasure brings.
Draw in thy beams, and humble all thy might
To that sweet yoke where lasting freedoms be,
Which breaks the clouds, and opens forth the light
That doth both shine, and give us sight to see.
O take fast hold! let that light be thy guide,
In this small course which birth draws out to death,
And think how evil becometh him to slide,
Who seeketh heaven, and comes of heavenly breath.
Then farewell, world, thy uttermost I see,
Eternal Love maintain thy life in me.

SIR P. SIDNEY

From Caelica, 1633
XVII
Cynthia, whose glories are at full for ever,
Whose beauties draw forth tears, and kindle fires,
Fires, which kindled once are quenched never.
So beyond hope your worth bears up desires 5
Why cast you clouds on your sweet looking eyes?
Are you afraid they show me too much pleasure ?
Strong Nature decks the grave wherein it liesj
Excellence can never be expressed in measure.
Are you afraid, because my heart adores you,
The world will think I hold Endymion's place?
Hippolytus, sweet Cynthia, kneeFd before you,
Yet did you not come down to kiss his face.
Angels enjoy the heavens* inward quires 5
Stargazers only multiply desires.
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